SHALL    WE    JOIN    THE    LADIES?
the town to the Soviet, putting them up for public criticism.
If that should still do no good, then I, in your place, would
write a juicy letter to the local paper, the Krasnoyarsk!
Rabotchi, and send a copy of it to Pravda in Moscow. It Is
a shame that our people should not even get proper food,
if they take all the other discomforts of pioneering upon
themselves. Such deficiencies are unnecessary.'
There was genuine appreciation for his diplomacy when
he had finished. 'We are going to build a real scandal5,
the women laughed. cYou rely on us!'
The debate went on three hours. Once the women
understood that their worries were given serious considera-
tion they developed a holy zeal of criticism and new ideas.
There ought to be soft furniture, easy chairs and settees in
the waiting-room of the aerodrome instead of the wooden
benches at present in use. One ought to buy heavy curtains
for the winter and—to be safe—lay in a small stock of the
material for later repairs, so that they would not have to be
done in different colours, which is so often the case in view
of the short life of early factory patterns. There ought to
be curtains in all the bedrooms to make them look cheerful
and 'cultured'; two sets would be better than one, because
then one could always wash the light ones and keep the
heavy ones to shield the room from inquisitive eyes without.
The tennis courts ought to be repaired—mountains and
valleys, that was what they resemble. And how many
rackets are there for eleven regular players and a whole
Siberian province waiting to be initiated into this sport?
Three good ones, and one with half the cords broken.
Of two dozen balls which had been delivered seven months
ago, nineteen had meanwhile disappeared in the waves of
the Yenisei. Tea-parties should be organized so that all
should get to know each other more intimately, and not
always keep in cliques of two or three. The similarity of
interest among the men should constitute a bond of friendship
and solidarity among the women. And, in the end, Shevel-
e	65

